


neer, and the actors’ lectern, where he constantly changes the dialogue, 
writing on the margins or composing on blank pages. 

“Marcello, remember to overdo on the false spontaneity when you 
ask Luisa to join you. Your last ‘ciao’ should be more or less aside, sort 
of amnesiac.” 

The lights are switched off in the auditorium. The first few feet of the 
tape are a shaky white square on the screen with upside-down numbers. 
Marcello stands at his lectern like a priest at the altar. The spectators, 
sitting behind him, stop talking. From the control room the director’s voice 
comes over the loudspeaker—the changed voice he sometimes assumes when 
he has had enough of being a very great man whom everyone puts on a 
pedestal—high, fluting, childish: “O.K., carry on.” 


December 7 Fellini and Piero Gherardi are discussing the design 
of the title frames. “812” is the final title for the picture. Asanisimasa was 
discarded simply because incomprehensible titles are exactly what every 
other director in Italy is using. All of us had tried to think of something. 
Marcello suggested The Confessions of Snaboraz; Whirlwind offered Con- 
fiteor (I Confess). But in the end Fellini opted for frankness: “I haven’t 
found a title, so I'll simply designate the film by number.” 

The 8/2 is designed in a mid-nineteenth-century floral style—another 
childhood memory, from the days when Fellini used to draw advertising 
posters for the Rimini movie theaters in return for free admission to 
westerns, which were full of lettering of this kind. 


December 27 During the dubbing Fellini has decided that Carini 
will become a Frenchman living in Italy. That is why his name is now 
Daumier. 

His last speech has been expanded. Until now he has been simply a 
hostile writer who judged Guido’s scenario by a standard of culture limited 
to its most pedantic measurements. His influence on the course of events 
was considerable. Now he has been elevated to the height of a symbol: the 
exaggeration ad absurdum of that school of thinkers—artists or critics— 
of which Guido speaks scornfully when he asks Rossella at the base of the 
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